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opened tin of salmon to his mouth, and drink it, juice and all, straight to the "dregs! When it \yas over there was the usual barbaric scene of the distribution of the remains; and \ve could see people running off in all directions to store their bundles of provisions. They all seemed well content, which was the main point.
When the feast was over our white visitors left, but the chiefs asked leave to dance a siva, or native dance, in honour of Tusitala; it was a   very  high - chief dance,   and   only  used   on special occasions.    It took place on the lawn, while we sat on the verandah steps; and high-chief or no, it was very queer and uncouth, but decidedly interesting.   It was done half standing, half crouching, and imitated the management of a boat, pulling the ropes, setting sail, and so on. I have no doubt it has some historic basis, if we only knew.    It was past six before it came to an end, and we were all glad to rest; though you will notice that the procession to view the board at the end of the road was omitted from the proceedings, partly to save time, and partly on account of the unusual heat.
And finally, do you know Charles Baxter is coming to pay us a visit ? You can fancy how delighted Lou is, and how he looks forward to it; though it is a pity that Charles will arrive early in December, in the middle of the rainy season. I fear it will be impossible to take him on a malanga, and he may never see Samoa at